SAFE CUSTODY
and when I looked round I saw a girl on horseback
in a habit of Lincoln Green. She was very fine to
look at and was riding a handsome roan and holding
a bay: but had she been clad in sackcloth and herding
swine, because of what Palin had said, I should have
known who she was. She was incomparable.
Her hair was dark, and her eyes were large and
grey. Her skin was very white and her colour was
high: of her clean-cut features her mouth was
especially lovely, and she had a look of being mistress
wherever she went. Her air was more gracious than
charming, yet natural as the day, and I remember
thinking that had she been born an empress a fanatic
loyalty would have distinguished her reign. She was
slight and sat very well; and though, as this tale will
show, I saw her again and again, the picture she made
in the cool of that fragrant morning, with the green-
wood glancing behind her and the roan in its pride
and splendour bearing her up, will always excel its
fellows, beautiful though they are.
Lady Olivia Haydn steadied her voice.
"I'm sorry," she said. "But it looked like an
accident, and my groom was turning you over to see
if you were alive.1'
"I'm very grateful," said I. "And I'm sony I
played the part of a Jack-in-the-Box." As the groom
came to take his horse, " Will you ask if he's hurt ? "
I added
She spoke to the man in German, and the fellow
took off his hat and made her some pleasant answer
with a smile on his face.
"No, he's not hurt/' she said. "He's had too
many_ fells." She hesitated. Then—"Can I do
anything for you ? Send you some help, or something ?
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